SPRING

To the earth the rain and the hid mysterious force

That bursts begotten seed:

To the thrush, his mate: to the lion

A lioness for his joy;

But nothing to man save the the labour of sweeping ashes
With blistered hands and brow chafed salt with sweat.

Will never to me the peace come nor the joy

Of spring, till the last spring come:

And then my unradiant body

Much enjoyed of the worm

Shall return to the God who begot it, there performing
In death the benefits it scorned in life?

In the joy that endures is ever enduring peace:

In the spring are all things pure.

There is naught but a pure delighting

On all the sun looks on.
Except upon man the miserable, the stranger.
Who sits on a chair with his back to the daffodils.

But I have known no peace, whether I walk

Under the budding oak

And amid the white narcissus:

Or tramp the happy streets
Most happy when they are empty and untrodden
With a man-made beauty that only man will spoil.
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